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games were not the be-all and end-all of existence,
and had never acquired a proper seriousness in
such matters. Those who passed from cricket
with him to cricket in the cold wide world found
a change for which at first they were unable to
account. But even more fascinating to children
than his way of playing cricket was his perfect
identification with whatever might be the matter
in hand. The examination of a shell, the listen-
ing to the voice of the sea imprisoned in it, the
making of a cocked hat out of The Times news-
paper, the doing up of little buttons, the feeding
of pigeons with crumbs, the holding fast of a
tiny leg while walking beside a pony, all these
things absorbed him completely, so that no visible
trace was left of the man whose judgment on
affairs was admirable and profound. Nor, what-
ever the provocation, could he ever bring himself
to point the moral of anything to a child, having
that utter toleration of their foibles which only
comes from a natural and perfectly unconscious
love of being with them. His face, habitually
tranquil, wore in their presence a mellow look
of almost devil-may-care serenity.
Their sayings, too, he treasured, as though they
were pearls.   First poems, such as :
* I sorr a worm,
It was half-ly dead ;
I took a great spud,
And speared through his head *
were to him of singular fair promise.    Their